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Beat Me, E Hurt Me. Mug Me 


heyve been doing these surveys on crime— 
everybody’s number one bitch topic—and they 

found out something very interesting: 

The people that are most afraid of crime live in 
places where there’s no crime. 

The people that are not afraid of crime live in the 
Most-Likely-To-Be-Murdered capitals of America. 

Do you get this? I don’t get this. They found out 
that people in affluent Kansas City suburbs and 
cutesy-pie Orange County neighborhoods and trendy 
Tampa condos are spending billions of dollars a year 
on private security. In a lot of these places, the 
budget for private security guards is larger than the 
budget for the local police department. And these are 
places where they have a murder about once every 
ninety-seven years. 
They have burglar- 
ies—kids ripping off 
stereos, stuff like 
that—butif somebody 
gets murdered, they 
usually get killed by 
somebody they’re 
married to, around 
four in the morning, 
after that ninth Jack- 
Daniels-and-Coke. 

Also, if you study 
which Congressmen 
are the get-tough-on- 
crime guys, it’s the 
guys who live in the 
safest neighborhoods. 

Meanwhile, we’ve 
got guys bopping 
around the South 
Bronx and South Cen- 
tral El Lay and the 
South Side of Chicago 
and South Dallas (why 
are these places al- 
ways in the south?) 


about crime. You ask em on a survey, “What do you 
want the government to do about your neighbor- 
hood?,” and they say, “Put some goldang jobs in 
here.” Fighting crime, adding police, adding secu- 
rity—this stuff ranks about 347th on their list of 
priorities. 

Another interesting result: 

People who have never been the victim of a crime 
are often the most terrified of criminals. Maybe this 
means they've bought so many locks for their apart- 
ment door that they’ve avoided criminals all their 
lives, I don’t know. 

But my question is this. If half the country is 
living in places where the crime rate is low, and yet 
they wanna pass tougher laws, and the other half is 





Chuck Norris is the first guy in the history of the movies to try using Coag 
who don’t give a flip fu to kill the devil, in Hellbound. 





Christopher Neame offers Sheree J. Wilson’s body to the devil. Judging by her reaction, she 


doesn’t really believe in the devil. 


living in places where the crime rate is high, and 
they don’t give a flip, why don’t we just have em all 
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change places? Then the people who want to worry 
would have something real to worry about, and the 
ones who don’t wanna worry won't get killed this 
year. 

This would work, right? 

No charge. | 

Speaking of effective crime-fighting techniques, 
Chuck Norris is back as a Chicago cop who likes to 
enforce the law by threatening to kill drug dealers 
until they reveal their supplier. Chuck and his wise- 
cracking black partner, Calvin Levels, get sent to 
Israel to apprehend a 700-year-old demon who’s 
going all over the world, killing holy men, so he can 
reassemble the ancient Crown of the Scepter of 
Prosatanos (don’t ask), and then sacrifice an airhead 
bimbo so he can open the gates to hell. 

Sheree J. Wilson, a graduate of the Ethan Allen 
School of Acting, moons around the fringes of the plot 
long enough to be strapped to a concrete slab by the 
demon, but before the satanic high priest can plunge 
the dagger into her heart, Big Chuck sails into the 
room and starts using kung-fu on him. The devil is 
ready. He has a whole army of hooded kung-fu 
monks. 

At this point, I have a question: 

Since bullets have never worked on any devil or 
demon in any movie in history, why in heck do they 
think kung fu would work? 

Anyhow, most of the movie is just Norris and 


Levels wandering around Israel, karate-chopping 
an occasional felon while breaking various Israeli 
laws and hassling antiques dealers. 

Evidently Chuck got tired of rescuing missing- 
in-action prisoners from Vietnam, so he’s trying to go 
supernatural on us. 

It’s not working, Chuck. Sorry. 

Nineteen dead bodies. Two breasts. Attempted 
baby sacrifice. Arm through the chest. Crossbow 
through the heart. Heart-ripping. Hooker thrown 
out of a fifth-story window. Metal-spike impalement. 
Gratuitous ancient legend. Five Kung Fu scenes. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Calvin 
Levels, as the smart-mouth sidekick, for looking out 
the window of their Israeli hotel room, seeing the 
local market, and saying “We’re in the middle of a 
damn swap meet”; Christopher Neame, as the arche- 
ology professor who has a secret life as a demon, for 
calling everyone “babbling morons” and saying “I’m 
Prosatanos, your passage to eternity!”; and Sheree J. 
Wilson, as the furniture love interest (you ever 
notice how Chuck never even kisses the love inter- 
est?), for getting offered up for demonic sacrifice 
while spread-eagled on a giant rock, and for saying 
“That which he covets will prove to be his demise!” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Mk. HATE 
aa... 


by Clarke Blacker 









Smartass: Attitude Depression Bour- 
bon & Da’ Backbeat!: Mr. Hate is feeling 
especially good today. I’ve just heard some of the 
lamest heavy metal ever recorded and I get to 
warn you before you waste your McDonald’s 
paycheck on it. This gang of idiots call them- 
selves Smartass. Dumbass is more like it. You’ve 
got your generic haircut band slogging their way 
through completely unremarkable songs. To 
mangle a quote by the late Frank Zappa, “Bad 
Singin’, Bad Playin”. The same stupid chord 
progressions with more than a little bit of Black 
Crowes thrown in for lack of originality. They 
even have a cool semi-fascist logo. The only 
thing missing is the umlaut. Anyway, if you feel 
compelled to listen to this band grind their way 
through songs like “Last Man on Earth,” “Stones 
or Roses,” and the ever-popular “Rubber Duck,” 
you can reach them at: Smartass, Dept. AL-2, 
P.O. Box 8621, Atlanta, GA. 





















Calvin “I’m Not a Cliche” Levels is the wise- 
cracking partner. 


The Official Free Junk Policy: Peuple all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives itaway 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it tothe first 
_ person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
_ the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the | 
rest of your life. 
T-Shirts 
I Stumped Jackie The Joke Man! (2 XL), A Safe Distance 
From Genius (XL-sweatshirt), Dick Tracy (M), The Boff Mas- 
ter (XL) sweatshirt, The Age of Insects (XL), Here Comes 
Stinky (XL-pink/XL-grey), Out For Blood (XL), Survivor— 
Third Annual World Drive-In Movie Festival (with “Property 
of Joe Bob Briggs” on the sleeve—10-S, 19-M), Christmas At 
The Drive-In (2-S), Dice Rules (10-L), Amore. 
Videos 
Ice starring Traci Lords; Illegal Entry starring Sabryn 
Gene’t; In Gold We Trust; In the Cold of the Night; Inaugura- 
tion 93; Indian Summer with Elizabeth Perkins, Julie Warner 
and Sam Raimi; Indianapolis 500: Race to Glory; Indio 2 
Interceptor; Into The Badlands starring Bruce Dern, Mariel 
Hemingway and Dylan McDermott; Into the Fire; Invader 
starring Hans Bachmann; Istanbul with Timothy Bottoms and 
Twiggy; It Conquered The World; The Jacksons: An American 
Dream Pt 1 & 2; Joey Skidmore Gimme Danger; Journey to the 
Center of the Earth; Jumpin at the Boneyard starring Tim Roth 
and Alexis Arquette; Just Another Girl On the I.R.T. starring 
Ariyan Johnson; K2 The Ultimate High starring Michael 
Biehn; Kick Fighter starring Richard Norton; Kickboxer 2: The 
- Road Back; Kid Scarface; Class Act; Kill Cruise / Strays (double 
feature); Kill Or Be Killed; Kill Zone with David Carradine; 
Killer Image; Killer Nerd; The Killing Beach areas Greta 
| es ad at Kickboxers i 


We dont mean to de-glamorize the guy or anything, but... 


Robert Patrick Is a Pervert 


here are these county fairs in the South where 
country music stars perform, and then after the 
performance they stay an extra two hours and sign 
autographs. 
You know why they do it? 






Robert Patrick (left) 


thriller Body Shot. 


They do it because, if they didn’t do it, the people 
wouldn’t buy their records—even the people that like 
their music. At least this is what a lot of country stars 
believe. They’re stars, but they're not supposed to act 
like stars. 

I’ve noticed this same thing with movie actors. 
People wanna see where they live, how they live, 
how big their trailer is, how many people they have 
working for em—but if they find out the actor cares 
how big his trailer is, then they hate him for it. 

Why shouldn’t he care how big it is? Everybody’s 
staring at it, marvelling at how big it is! If it’s not big 
enough, they won’t think he’s a star. 

I’ve seen gossip start on a movie star simply 
because he didn’t personally return a phone call, but 
had his agent or manager do it. Supposedly this 
indicates that he’s snooty, as my Grandpa would say. 
But it might just indicate that he doesn’t know 
diddly squat about business, and so he has the 
person call who does know about it. 

In their heart of hearts, the public wants movie 
stars who make fifty million dollars a year, but give 
it away. They live in a fifteen-million-dollar house, 
but they’re embarrassed by living in a fifteen-mil- 
lion-dollar house. They’re so embarrassed by it that 


they invite a few homeless people in to live with them 
every night. The perfect movie star would be the 
most handsome man in the world, but he would be 
the only person who doesn’t know he’s the most 
handsome man in the world. He would own a fleet of 
limousines, but he would al- 
ways decide to drive his old 
"57 Chevy instead. 

In other words, we have 
this idea that a star should be 
rich but act poor, be famous 
but act like nobody knows 
who he is, acquire power but 
never use the power, be busy 
all the time making movies 
but have unlimited time to 
do unproductive things like 
yo signing autographs—even 

, though making movies satis- 
fies the desires of millions at 
a time, and signing an auto- 
graph only satisfies one per- 
son at a time. 

So which is it? 

Do we want em to be rich 


is a glamor photographer who sometimes has_ or not? 
to negotiate with his clients in the amazingly complicated erotic 


Do we want em to have a 
big trailer or a trailer house? 

And do we really want em to be some kind of guru 
who goes around shaking hands and signing stuff so 
that their lives start to resemble preachers instead of 
actors? 

Believe me, I’ve met some of em. You do not want 
em being preachers. 

How bout we just sit back and watch em act? 
Ain’t that enough? 

Speaking of people who don’t get enough credit, 
Robert Patrick makes his leading-man debut in 
Body Shot. Remember him? The evil anti- 
Schwarzenegger Terminator in the sequel? The 
Morpharama Champeen of the World? Well, we 
were all waiting to see what he would do next, right? 

And he’s done exactly what we would expect. 
He’s a pervert tabloid photographer who goes around 
stalking a female rock singer—and he’s the hero of 
this movie. This is about the 989th Blow-Up ripoff of 
the past five years, where the guy takes a picture and 
then blows it up until it’s the size of the World Trade 
Center and plasters it on his wall and figures out the 
mystery. Unfortunately, I forgot what the mystery 
is. 

I know it has something to do with a sleazoid 
hiring Patrick to bring a bimbo up to his groovy loft 


apartment and take dirty pictures of her, and then 
go over to the guy’s house where he has the same 
bimbo roped to the bed, but it turns out that this gal 
is a lookalike for the rock star that Patrick has the 
hots for, and then when the rock star turns up dead, 
the sleazoid uses the pictures to frame Patrick for the 
murder, only he has this other picture of the rock 
star, and it turns out that’s not her in the picture, 
and meanwhile this World Wrestling Federation 
steroid monster is coming around twice a day to play 
“Inna Gadda Divida” on his abdominal muscles, and 
he’s aardvarking all over town with Michelle “I Was 
in Blame It on Rio” Johnson, and the only person who 
believes in himis Japanese-American cop Kim Miyori 
SnGs..; 

My head hurts! Way way way too much plot 
getting in the way of the story. I never did figure out 
what happens in this baby, so Ill just give you those 
drive-in totals: 

Five dead bodies. Four breasts. Multiple 
aardvarking. Two motor vehicle chases. Flaming 
corpse. Finger-breaking. Character-actor electrocu- 
tion. Character-actor through a fifth story window, 
into arevolving spotlight. Gratuitous Charles Napier. 
Gratuitous transvestite interpretive dancing. Kung 
Fu. Paparazzi Fu. Human pinata Fu. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations for Ray Wise, as the 
sleazeball manager/promoter type, for saying “If you 
don’t get the message soon, you're gonna be taking 
pictures of weightlifters for the Big House Gazette!”; 
Jonathan Banks, as sleazeball number two, who 
offers somebody a drink by saying “What’s your 
addiction?”; Michelle Johnson, as the horny model 
who says, after a particularly sweaty session, “Did 
you just get out of prison or what?” and, in her big 
emotional moment, “I’m not a whore!”; and Robert 
Patrick, as the morose photographer who says he got 
sick of his hectic life in New York and so “I came out 
here with a couple of friends—Jack Daniels and Jim 
Beam.” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


R.LP. 


Fremont Drive-In 
Fremont, Ohio 





Fascist Alert! The Fremont Drive-In in Fre- 
mont, Ohio, has been closed permanently. Rea- 
son: the local police disapproved of the “unruly 
behavior” there, and called it a haven for under- 
age drinking. Altogether now: “Oooo00000000.” 
Terry Maher of Stow and Michelle Destatte of 
Fremont remind us that, without eternal vigi- 
lance, it can happen here. 


and Honor- > Complicatedia kt 


| Rothrock as amartial arts abit 


laubsopliag bad g guy. Two stars, a | 


| half-cat, half-human inthis weird m mix of. ‘genetic! DN. 


erotic thriller. Maryam D’Abo is the scientist wh 
life by injecting his brain with cat genes, _creati 





cround. N otalie s wimp beyhicad aces falois 2 and pretty a soon _ : 
Grieco is treating the population like sO many . . mice. Four 
stars. (Second feature: To Protect and Serve: This killer-cop- 

flick starts with a scene imitating the Rodney King tape, then 
moves on to stuff cops do that’s even more disgusting. Cc 
Thomas Howell is a cop who joins the brutal “Midwatch,” 


where corrupt officers take money from drug dealers and 


swear to protect one another. But Howell is actually working 
for Internal Affairs, all the “Midwatch” cops start turning up © 


dead, and pretty soon Howell’s partner and ex-girlfriend, : 
Lezlie Deane, starts to think Howell has gone ballistic him- | 
Bel. Three and a half stars. ) — : oe . 


Reviews by the Sex Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


R OUND TRIP TO HEAVEN 


“Lightweight” “generic” summer-vacation sex comedy star- 
ring the “tedious” “dismal” Corey Feldman and sidekick Zach 
Galligan as two guys loose in Palm Springs, searching for dream 
centerfold girl Rowanne Brewer, with Ray Sharkey as 
Stoneface, “the worst bad guy I’ve seen in a long time,” who is 
chasing them, trying to recover money in the trunk of the Rolls- 
Royce they’ve “borrowed.” “Standout performance” by Steve 
Vinovich as a hapless, wise-cracking cabbie kidnapped by 
Stoneface. Instead of the dream girl, Corey (who “looks more like 
Jerry Lewis in every movie”) ends up with the lovely girl-next- 
door he grew up with but never noticed, Julie McCullough. 
“Good job with a tired premise.” “Ray Sharkey is merely paying 
for his next trip to Betty Ford.” “Corey Feldman is running hard 
for the Danny Bonaduce Career-in-the-Toilet Memorial Award.” 
“Corey’s sideburns have to go.” Vinovich has the best lines, 
including: “My cousin’s so black he went to night school and got 
counted absent.” Two dead bodies. Seventeen breasts. Four 
motor vehicle chases. One explosion. Kung Fu. Cast: Pat 
Harrington, Lloyd Batista, Brioni Farrell, Brent Gorman, 
Steve Susskind, Ann Rochelle, Kristine Rose, Ivory Ocean, 
Miguel A. Nunez Jr., Buddy Daniels, Amber Van Lent, 
Debbie James, Tara Buckman, Bill Hufsey, Scott Brandon, 
Denise Zakovich, Lilyan Chauvin, Margot Hope, Joe 
George, Noam Kaniel. Writers: Shuki Levy, Winston Rich- 
ard, from a story by Levy, Alexander Tabrizi. Director: Alan 
Roberts. [Prism. 1992.] Overall rating: 77. 


[NSIDE OUT 2: EROTIC TALES 
OF THE UNEXPECTED 


“Slick” “surprisingly tame” anthology of nine erotic stories, 
ranging from comedy to sci-fi. 
Singled out for praise were 
George “Buck” Flower in atrav- 
eling salesman sketch, Kitten 
Natividad in a pseudo-documen- 


| Official Rating — 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame _ 





To Kill,” a“melon-drama” about exotic dancers who keep turning 
up dead on the eve of the “Miss Dance TV” contest, to be televised 
at a bar run by “slimy” “goofball” Kurt T. Williams, who “looks 
like the secret love child of George Hamilton and Warren Beatty” 
and “grins like a fool while aardvarking.” Williams dumps his ex- 
lover, the “very nice” Kimberly Speiss as an “over-the-hill 
‘bunny mother’ of the dancers,” in favor of the “outstanding” 
younger dancer, “bitchy, jealous” Elaine Hendrix, a “dumb 
blonde” whose philosophy of life is “Lead with the chest.” Mean- 
while, Williams is having sex on the side with “Shannen Doherty 
clone” Allison Rhea (“Oh, hurt him! Noone calls me aslut!”), who 
is the girlfriend of the embittered barkeep, the “wooden” Kelly 
Poole, who sputters “You don’t need ice, you cold-blooded bitch.” 
The emotional highlight of the film comes when the “excellent” 
Cynthia Stanton, a “beautiful anorexic dancer” with “an MTV/ 
Tabitha Sorenson haircut,” turns to a room full of strippers and 
asks “Do you ever feel like you’re being watched?”—right before 
they goon live TV. Rif Coogan (director of The Invisible Maniac) 
and Bob Streetwater play “third-generation Bill-and-Ted rad- 
dude clones.” “Tries to combine a murder mystery with 
Flashdance—and does not succeed.” “All of the women playing 
dancers can’t dance a step.” “All the babes get demerits for using 
stunt breasts.” “Nice implant work on the body doubles—Monica 
Akesson, Traci Richards and Edna Alonso.” “Not even a 
stripper film—an underwear-dancer film.” “What can you say 
about a movie that opens with a starlet jiggling out of the surf— 
only she’s wearing a body stocking under her bikini? Where the 
dancers start getting killed off an hour before showtime, and no 
one misses them until they're on the air?” In the script by 
Emerson Bixby, dancer Marci Brickhouse answers the phone 
in the loo and says “I told you not to call me here.” “Same old crap.” 
Fifteen dead bodies. Six breasts. Hair-dryer Fu. Chevy Corsica 
Fu. Cast: Erica Ringstrom (“especially pretty and a good 

ee dancer”), Jack Harris (“good” as the cleanup guy, 
because “at least he doesn’t speak”). Producer/ 
Director: Anthony Markes. (Note: Cynthia 
Stanton is listed as “Cynthia Bassinet” on the video 
box.) [Prism. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 77. 





tary called “Profiles in Cleavage” 

about a stripper called Busty 94-89 Classic __ V IDEO PLAYMATE 

Gusty, the “omnipresent” Jack 88.81 Rxcoliont CALENDAR 1992 

Carter, Michael Griffen as a 83-80 Decent 

white-trash husband, Lisa Lon- . Takingits theme as “The year unfolds, and so 
79-75Watchable  =———~=Ct«‘ 


don and Sherrie Rose (ina Tony 
Randel-directed segment called 
“The Freak”). Also featured are 
National Public Radio’s Joe 
Frank, writing and starringinan 


ressPaie 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo — 


Sex Records 


do the women,” this series of “antiseptic apple-pie” 
vignettes of nude Playmates is “an adolescent wet 
dream” full of “lots of S&M (stand and model)” and 
“beautiful brick-body babes trying to convince us 
that theyre no different from anyone else, but 


art-film spoof called “The Hitch- 
hiker,” and directors Martin 
Donovan and Harry Kondo- 
leon. “Tales From the Darkside 
with nudity.” “Pairs of boobs sur- 


. Highest rating: 84 
hen Bodies: Party Favors, 1992: 


Soft Bodies: Squeeze a ie 


~ Lowest rating: 63° 


losing the argument the minute they open their 
mouths.” “Stay naked and shut up! Turn up the 
Hendrix!” “Way too much moody jazz and soft- 
focus lighting—in desperate need of some sleazy 
bump-and-grind.” “If you’ve seen two, you’ve seen 


rounded by tedious stories.” “Cute, 
but not erotic.” “Unbelievably stu- 
pid attempt to blend The Twilight Zone with Debbie Does Dallas.” 
“Very few of the endings are ‘unexpected’ or, for that matter, 
erotic.” “A number ofthe stories are boring, poorly acted, and look 
like rejects from the old Hitchhiker series on HBO.” “Not as good 
as Inside Out 1.” Linda Carol has the best line: “I’m an im- 
mensely attractive young woman—I’d never get in a car witha 
stranger.” Five dead bodies. Eighteen breasts. One explosion. 
[Playboy. 1992.] Overall rating: 77. 


DAS T DANCE 


99 66 


“Dull” “ho-hum” “routine” “ripoff of the much better Stripped 


(Step Up with La Toya Jackson, 198), 


6 


them all.” Especially popular are Carrie Yazel, 
who sticks a symbolic banana in her mouth and 
pours honey all over herself (“twice as good in slow-mo”); Morgan 
Fox, who poses with body-builders and says “Sometimes I’m 
almost as avant-garde as you can get”; Julie Clarke doing nude 
body-painting “like the sixties—before she was even born!”; 
Playmate-of-the-Year Lisa Matthews, who says “It’s been a lot 
of hard work”; Christy Thom, who does “a fun hall-of-mirrors 
routine” and talks about how much she likes older men; and the 
favorite of just about the whole committee—Kerri Kendall, who 
volunteers “I’ve wanted to be a Playmate since I was six years 
old,” causing one committee member to ask “What was she doing 
with that Barbie doll?” “Mega-bimbo” “nasal mall-brat” Gianna 
Amore “wins the prize for the dumbest line: ‘I can’t help the way 


I look on the outside.’ Presumably she was attacked by a squad 
of Mary Kay commandos on her way to the photo session.” The 
attempts at dancing are singled out for special abuse, as is “the 
obligatory Playboy bathing scene used in half 
the vignettes.” “I saw the first Video Calendar, 
and thank Christ they are not bothering to 
show these girls at work and play anymore— 
just cut to the nude scene—less strain on the 
fast-forward.” Fifty-four breasts, but really the 
number is “infinity—a can’t-see-the-forest-for- 
the-trees kind of thing.” One motor vehicle 
chase (“believe it or not”). Other Playmates: 
Stacy Arthur, Melissa Evridge, Christina 
Leardini, Lorraine Olivia, Brittany York. 
Directors: Skott Snider, Adam Friedman, 
Steve Conte. Executive producer: Hugh 
Hefner. (“We need to put this guy on a postage 
stamp.”)[Playboy. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 76. 


A BUNNY’S TALE 


99 


“Lame” “slickly-produced” “typical made- 
for-TV” “dull stuff’ starring the “fine”-to-“ter- 
rific” Kirstie Alley as “feminist-in-training” 
Gloria Steinem, who infiltrated the Playboy 
Club by getting ajob as a bunny and finding out 
“the bunnies really only make $50 a night and 
get sore feet from wearing heels.” The resulting 
magazine article describes a sad backstage 
world where Joanna Kerns is an abused wife, 
the “great” “class-A bitch” Mary Woronovis “abit ridiculous” as 
the evil Bunny Mother, Romy Windsor is a “dumb bunny,” and 
a “pre-Goodyear” Delta Burke is Head Bunny, boasting “I’m the 
only one here that doesn’t have to use stuffing!” The public is 
supposedly “shocked” by revelations that “the Hefner empire 
manipulates, controls and manufactures its dream women,” and 
Alley ties it all up for us by saying, “All women are bunnies—but 
it doesn’t have to be that way.” “This is a talky, man-hating 
downer that makes you feel guilty for even noticing how beautiful 
a lot of these actresses look in their uniforms.” “It has a sappy 
‘happy ending.’ Yuck.” “Why are these people trying to sell a 
made-for-TV movie to video stores? Are people really that stu- 
pid?” “Dressing room banter reminiscent of early Busby Berkeley 
musicals, but not as snappy.” Minority opinion: “A true portrayal 
of life for women in the sixties.” Martini Fu. Cast: Diana Scarwid 
(“standout” as Toby), Deborah Van Valkenburgh (“good” as 
Pearl), Cotter Smith (“weak” as Ned Holcomb), Lisa Pelikan 
(Lee), Randi Brooks (Mary Beth), Chancelle Lea (Sherry). 
Writer: Deena Gold Stone, from astory by Stone & Lynn Roth, 
based on the Show magazine article by Gloria Steinem. Direc- 
tor: Karen Arthur. [ABC/Prism. 1985/92.] Overall rating: 75. 


I POSED FOR PLAYBOY 


“Mediocre” “blah” “soap opera” “TV movie with nude scenes 
added”—by October 1990 Playmate Brittany York—about a 
Playboy photographer, the “good” David Mecey, who “bullshits” 
three women into posing. They are Lynda Carter (“never could 
do a dramatic role”) as a 37-year-old “rebellious housewife” who 
wants to prove she’s still attractive; Michelle Greene as a 
stockbroker who wants to prove she’s sexy because she was fat as 
a kid; and Amanda Peterson asa Yale coed who wants to expose 
Playboy’s sexism. After the magazine comes out, all are re- 
jected—Carter by her husband and her Bible-belt community, 
Greene by her employer, and Peterson by her strait-laced family. 
Then “everyone gets to make a little feminist speech about 
hypocritical men and society,” and reflect on how Playboy has 
brought them all closer together, especially Peterson and her 
twin sister, the “terrific” Josie Bissett. “What crap!” “Waste of 
time.” “Everybody is soooo damn earnest.” “Slow, boring buildup 
to anticlimactic ‘posing’ scenes.” “They actually attempt to make 
this socially significant.” “All the picture asks the men to do is 





In Vice Academy, Linnea Quigley asks the 
question “Is this a gun in my hand or am I 
just glad to meet me?” 


pose as the righteous face of indignant hypocrisy.” Minority 
opinion: “Overall a very well-made movie with a realistic feel. The 
acting is very good.” Cast: John Finn, Lee Garlington, Don S. 
Davis. Writers: Cathleen 
Young, Ann Donahue. Di- 
rector: Stephen Stafford. 
Three breasts. [Republic. 1991/ 
92.] Overall rating: 73. 
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“Mediocre” to “really aw- 
ful,” “generic” but sometimes 
“cute” sequel starring “wise- 
apple hero” Corey Feldman 
as a ski instructor who drops 
back in (literally) at Lakeside 
Summer Camp. He restores 
the self-esteem of fat kid 
Johnny Cocktails and helps 
win a competition against the 
“excellently villainous” Sarah 
Douglas (“What a great 
bitch!”) and her corporate vil- 
lains at Camp Twin Oaks. The 
boys camp is saved once again 
for kindly “teary-eyed” “old 
fogey” owner Jack Nance (in 
a “standout” performance). 
Featuring “chesty Oriental” 
Christy Thom, who says “You're not asking for ID’s, are you? I 
only brought my IUD.” Jennifer Lipton is also doubled out for 
her strip charades scene. Deborah Tucker, “an A cup who needs 
rhinoplasty,” is the “good girl” lead. (“No breasts, and she’s the 
lead ina goldarn teen sex comedy?”) “Almost a costume drama for 
‘thong’ swimwear.” “Typical ‘save the school’ plot.” “Not above 
finger-pulling and skunk jokes.” “Great water-skiing stunts.” 
“What can you say about a movie that features Corey Feldman 
doing a cover of Michael Jackson’s ‘Black and White’?” Thirty-six 
breasts. One Jet-Ski chase. Writer/Director: Bob Logan. [HBO. 
1992.] Overall rating: 72. 


sf CE ACADEMY 
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“Painful” “unfunny” but “pleasant” “spoof of Police Acad- 
emy”—“so bad it’s cute”’—starring the “funny” “cute” “awesome 
as usual” “trouper” Linnea Quigley and the “full-bodied” Karen 
Russell as screw-up students at an academy for vice officers run 
by Miss Devonshire (“subpar” Jayne Hamil, “proving how hard 
it really is for Mary Woronov to do these roles”). In order to 
graduate, they join up with “useless token jock-boy” Ken 
Abraham to bust a B-movie porno ring and show up the police 
chief's spoiled “goody-two-shoes” daughter, Ginger Lynn Allen, 
“wasted in a secondary role” as “a whiny, pouty bitch,” “demon- 
strating once again why she has never made the break into major 
films.” “Do what you do best, Ginger. It’s not acting.” “So bad they 
have Ginger’s graduation robe fall off at the end so we get a 
gratuitous Frederick’s of Hollywood shot of her. So bad Linnea 
throws some hookers in the police van and the door is clearly open 
as it drives off—they didn’t even bother to reshoot it.” “Written, 
produced, directed and for all I know developed at Fotomat by 
Rick Sloane, who unfortunately thinks pacing is a picante 
sauce.” “Someone should have noticed the comedy wasn’t work- 
ing and tried to save this thing with more skin.” “The soundtrack 
is the worst.” Stephen Steward, “who gets his nuts smacked by 
a whole crew of sexy cop recruits,” has the best line: “I faked my 
orgasm for you.” As the script says, “Vice is a 24-hour-a-day job.” 
Seven breasts. One motor vehicle chase, with crash. Groin- 
kneeing. Imitation mud-wrestling (without mud). Hooker Fu. 
Cast: Jeannie Carol, Tami Bakke, Jo Brewer, Manny 
Serrano, Cliff Corder, Christian Barr, Mark Richardson, 
Stephanie Bishop. [Prism. 1988/89.] Overall rating: 72. 


A WOMAN, HER MAN AND HER FUTON 


“Pretty average” “flat” “low-key” soap opera starring “con- 
vincing” Jennifer Rubin as a woman recovering from a divorce 
who writes screenplays by day, while by night she loses her 
inhibitions and becomes “a real heart-breaker,” searching for a 
man who can fulfill all her 
needs, using “her beauty, 
lies, deceptions and sex as 
a weapon,” then discover- 
ing that every man is “too 
demanding” and “riding off 
into the sunset trium- 
phantly alone and loopier 
than asack ofstring.” “This 
picture is so rigidly politi- 
cally correct you could re- 
build the Berlin Wall with 
it. This is not really a ‘sex’ 
movie; it’s a ‘relationship’ 
movie about people who 
can’t make their sex work.” 
“Jennifer Rubin is pretty 
good in the title role of the 
futon, but she’s a little flat 
at times (yuk yuk).” “This 
is the kind of movie where 
halfway through you are 
going ‘Huh?’ because you 
don’t see where the film is 
going, and then at the end 
you are going ‘Huh?’ be- 
cause it never went any- 
where.” “Sex scenes re- 
strained.” “Nota lot of sex.” 
“This film comes from Re- 
public Pictures, home of Roy Rogers. Lord, how the mighty have 
fallen.” Lance Edwards, as a screenwriter, has the best line: “I 
just want to hold you naked like a friend.” Eight breasts. Cast: 
Grant Show (Randy), Michael Cervaris (Paul), Robert Lipton 
(Max), Delaune Michel (Gail), Richard Gordon (Jimmy). 
Writer/Director: Mussef Sibey. [Interpersonal Films/Republic. 
1991/92.] Overall rating: 71. 


B OXING BABES 


Traci Lords loses her t 
55 seconds into Boxing Babes, in the likely 
event that you’re fast-forwarding. 


99 66 99 & 99 66 


“Sick” “degrading” “waste of tape,” “utter garbage” “shot in 
some sleazy little dive in Long Beach,” in which bikini girls dance 
for tips, then put on “boxing gloves the size of Volkswagen 
Beetles,” get in a ring “the size of a laundry basket” and duke it 
out while “drunk yahoos cheer them on.” “Pulling off each other’s 
bikini tops is mandatory.” Former porno star Traci Lords plays 
a smiling card girl who “becomes a she-cat” and “acts indignant 
about having her top torn off,” but an “absolutely preposterous” 
cavewoman named Kona steals the show as “one big beautiful, 
nasty bitch.” The “endless prattling” of the “terminally lame” 
“terrible” “sleazoid” ring announcer “in an ill-fitting tux” “be- 
comes irritating five minutes into it.” (“He should be hauled off to 
some little room and forced to listen to himself for a few weeks.”) 
“Who watches this crap?” “You don’t often see films that could 
qualify as signs of the apocalypse.” “Reminds me of just how it 
feels to be young and dumb and drunk outside of Fort Benning.” 
“In case you want to know, Traci’s top gets ripped off exactly 56 





minutes, 55 seconds into the video.” “Stewart Dell, the executive 
producer and director, is the guy who helped Traci form the Traci 
Lords Company in late 1985 or early 1986. He also produced and 
directed her exercise tape. This tape was originally released in 
1986 as Foxy Boxing. The earlier tape includes a fourth bout, but 
Traci’s toplessness is expanded in Boxing Babes.” “These girls 
couldn’t box their way out of a paper bag.” Minority opinion: 
“Whoever came up with the idea deserves to 
make a million.” Sixteen breasts. Bimbo Fu. 
Cast: Robin Nichol (“Miss California Bikini”), 
Ginger Miller (Penthouse “Pet of the Year”), 
Jasmine (belly dancer), The Ice Cream Girl, 
The Fighting Feline, Sugar Ray Renee, Box- 
ing Babe. [Main Event/AIP. 1986/91.] Overall 
rating: 70. 


/VFFRorsS 


“Boring” TV-movie “crappy love story” (mis- 
leadingly billed on the video box as a sex drama) 
starring Marguerite Hickey as an ambitious 
ballerina-turned-Broadway-gypsy who moves to 
New York, where fellow chorus line member 
Antony Hamilton “gets into her leotards,” much 
to the chagrin of her hometown boyfriend, the 
“weak” “obnoxious” Timothy Daly as anewspa- 
per reporter, “walking through his performance.” 
“Lame Fame.” “World’s boringest couple. Pee 
You.” “Your grandmother will enjoy it, I’m sure.” 
“A mixture of A Chorus Line, Fame, The Turning 
Point and whatever.” “That worst of all genres— 
a ‘women’s movie.” Choreography by Graciela 
Daniele is “fine—if you like this kinda stuff.” 
“Good dance routines.” One dead body. Two 
breasts. Ballet Fu. Cast: Nicholas Gunn 
(“overdoes it” as a gay designer, “stereotypical,” 
“worst homosexual depiction since La Cage”), 
Shanna Reed (“okay” as a gung-ho dancer), Keenan Wynn 
(“always fun” as areverend), Ron Field, Signe Hasso, Patricia 
Morison. Writer: James Lipton (“lots of holes”). Director: 
Harry Winer. [Vidmark. 1985/92.] Overall rating: 68. 


S CREAM QUEEN 
SWIMSUIT SENSATIONS 


“Boring” “second-rate” “choppy” “mulch” in which fitness 
programs (using the term lightly) are demonstrated by three 
“lesser-known” B-movie queens—“intelligent” “especially im- 
pressive” Melissa Moore (“she has the nicest bod”), “tedious” 
Veronica Carothers (although “her red swimsuit is the best 
performance on the tape”) and “witty” Jasae—“while talking 
endlessly about themselves.” “When they start to talk about 
anything halfway interesting, like Jasae taking part in private 
wrestling matches for rich men, the film moves on without a 
blink. They’re nice kids, but they’re given nothing to do here.” 
“Kind of like Jane Fonda meets Freddy’s girlfriend, Jason’s 
girlfriend, and Michael Meyers’ girlfriend, and they have lunch 
by the pool.” “Can’t decide where it’s going.” “You get details in 
the lives of minor actresses you really didn’t need to know.” 
“Jasae’s plastic hooters are a bit too obvious.” “Linnea Quigley’s 
Horror Workout is a better film. Personally, I hope the horror 
workout genre really takes off.” “You don’t even get any nudity.” 
Director: John Russo (“should stick to writing retreads of Night 
of the Living Dead”). |JTC Inc. 1992.] Overall rating: 66. 
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_ Members of the Sex Committee are Jim Casey, travel agency manager, Arlington, Va.; Kevin Cleary, video store owner, 
Madison Heights, Va.; Paul Hugli, freelance writer/owner of Destiny Bookstore, Bellflower, Calif.; Ken Kish, printer, Berea, 
O.; Richard S. McEnroe, author, North Hollywood, Calif.; Gregory Oliver, computer consultant, Mansfield, Tex.: Steve 
Pantell, Oakland, Calif.; Charles Rooney, oil company executive, Tallahassee, Fla.; Daniel Stewart, dog trainer, Ypsilanti, 
Mich.; Bruce Tinkel, accountant, Edison, N.J.; Donald Vaughan, freelance writer, Greenacres, Fla.; Al Vincent, salesman, 
Arlington, Tex.; and Thomas S. Warner, technical writer/editor, Baltimore. 


he world of the 

Journal of the 
American Family 
Association is so bi- 
zarre that we al- 
ways read this little 
24-page monthly 
with a mixture of 
horror and fascina- 
tion. With headlines 
like “Playwright 
uses $15,500 grant 
to write play depict- 
ing Jesus as a foul- 
mouthed bigot,” and 
“K-mart adds ho- 
mosexual porn in 
Waldenbooks out- 
lets,” it’s a little bit 
like reading the tab- 
loids. Of course, it’s 
allinformation com- 
piled by right-wing 
zealot Donald E. 
Wildmon, the Tu- 
pelo, Mississippi, 
minister who’s 
spent the last de- 
cade or so trying to 
rid the airwaves of 
un-Christian pro- 
gramming. But if a 
space alien hap- 
pened to pick up the 
Journal, he would 
end up believing 
that every Ameri- 
can TV program, 
magazine and 
movie was designed 
to create vile, lewd, 
disgusting, im- 
moral messages 
that will eventually 
overthrow civiliza- 
tion. In a recent is- 
sue, Wildmon called 
for protests against 
Burger King, the 
National Endow- 
ment for the Arts, 
Gastown conve- 
nience stores, Bond- 
ed convenience 


stores, Starvin’ Marvin convenience stores, Ecol 
convenience stores, Cheker convenience stores, Port 
Speedway convenience stores, Value convenience 
stores, Circle K convenience stores, Stop N Go stores, 
Dairy Mart, Lawson’s, Convenient Food Marts, Majik 





... Mherein We report From the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of—€he-—mainstream, ano the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits Owell. 





Our favorite TV family—the wholesome denizens of 
Married ... With Children—are on Donald Wildmon’s 
enemies list. 


Market _ stores, 
Tenneco_ stores, 
World Bazaar 


stores, Bordo Citrus 
Products, Lakeland 
Packing Company, 
Maryland Club, 
Waldenbooks, Pay- 
less Drug Stores, 
PACE Warehouse 
Stores, The Sports 
Authority stores, 
Builders Square 
home supply stores, 
Cumberland Farms 
stores, ABC Televi- 
sion, Fox TV, Alpo 
Pet Food, Green Gi- 
ant products, Jeno’s 
frozen pizza, Pills- 
bury foods, Married 
... With Children, 
CBS Television, 
Aspercreme analge- 
sic creme rub, Corti- 
zone 5 itch medi- 
cine, Slimfast, Pep- 
si, Nissan, Infiniti, 
Doritos, Kentucky 
Fried Chicken, 
Pizza Hut, Ruffles 
potato chips, Eggo 
Waffles, Just Right 
cereal, Mrs. Smith’s 
Pies, Nut & Honey 
cereal, Special K, 
McDonald’s, Boun- 
ty paper towels, 
Cascade detergent, 
Dawn dish deter- 
gent, Folger’s cof- 
fee, Jif peanut but- 
ter, Lexus automo- 
biles, Toyota, Certs, 
Listerine, Rolaids, 
Trident chewing 
gum, General 
Foods, Phillip Mor- 
ris, Louis Rich 
meats, Maxwell 
House coffee, Oscar 
Mayer meats, Post 
cereals, NBC Tele- 
vision, Helene Cur- 


tis, Atune hair conditioner, Degree deodorant, Salon 
Selectives, Suave shampoo, Procter & Gamble, Head 
& Shoulders, Noxzema, Pringle’s, Secret deodorant, 
Vidal Sassoon products, Subaru, Band-Aid, Imodium 
AD, Stayfree Maxi-pads, Tylenol, Universal movies 


and TV _ programs, 
American Express, 
Fireman’s Fund insur- 
ance, Shearson Lehman 
Hutton, Excel automo- 
biles, Hyundai, Scoupe 
automobiles, Sonata au- 
tomobiles, Warner- 
Lambert, Benadryl, 
Dentyne, Listermint, 
Trident chewing gum, 
Kellogg Frosted Flakes, 
Mrs. Smith’s Pies, Prod- 
uct 19 cereal, Chrysler, 
Plymouth, Eagle, Jeep, 
Dollar Rent A Car, and 
123 Congressmen who 
voted to fund the Na- 
tional Endowment for 
the Arts. Of course, it 
wasn’t an entirely nega- 
tive issue. Wildmon also 
suggested that readers 
write a letter of appre- 
ciation to Reebok, 
thanking them for drop- 
ping plans to use Ma- 
donna as a commercial 
spokeswoman. We 
won't go into the ration- 
ales as to exactly why 
the American Family 
Association hates virtu- 
ally every sponsor of 
programming in 
America, butif you want 
to experience the insan- 
ity, send $15 per year 
to: American Family As- 
sociation, P.O. Drawer 
2440, Tupelo, MS 38803. 
€ 

We made a boo-boo 
when we ran the recent 
item about Prison Le- 
gal News, the crusad- 
ing for-the-prisoners, 
by-the-prisoners publication. If you sent money and 
got your check rejected by prison authorities, it’s our 
fault. For subscriptions, send a buck for a sample 
copy, $12 a year for individuals, $35 a year for 
institutions, payable to this “safe” address: Prison 
Legal News, P.O. Box 1684, Lake Worth, FL 33460. 

€ 

Did you ever wonder what happens to all the 
anti-Communism crusaders after Communism is 
dead? The answer is: They go right on crusading. For 
evidence, look no further than the newsletter of the 
Christian Anti-Communism Crusade, edited by tire- 


lin dinner parties. 





You won’t catch this couple at thos 


less right-wing 
Commie-hater Fred 
Schwarz, an Austra- 
lian doctor who closed 
his practice in 1955 and 
moved to the states to 
devote his entire life to 
fighting the red men- 
ace. Since the true 
McCarthy-type Com- 
munist hunters are an 
aged group these days, 
they mostly go to ban- 
quets where elderly 
Commie-hating celeb- 
rities like Roy Rogers 
and Dale Evans are 
welcomed, and they 
sometimes suggest 
that the current “Com- 
munism Is Dead” talk 
is a ruse to draw us 
back in. Ofcourse, they 
pick on poor old Gus 
Hall, the chairman of 
the U.S. Communist 
Party, and they’re 
quick to alert us to 
signs of Communist 
teachings in the uni- 
versities and Commu- 
nist uprisings in Third 
World countries. If 
youre at all interested 
in following the last 
feeble patters of this 
tiring political organ, 
write to: Christian 
Anti-Communism 
Crusade, Box 890, 
Long Beach, CA 90801. 
€ 

From our friend 
Jerry Stanley, corre- 
spondent for the illus- 
trious Swank maga- 
zine, come the follow- 





e swank Krem- 


ing amazing facts: 

Thirty-two per cent of American women would 
like to change their breasts. 

Forty-seven women a day get breast lifts. 

Two hundred fifty-six women a day get breast 
enlargements. 

Plastic surgeon Patrick Maxwell of Baptist Medi- 
cal Center in Nashville has perfected “adjustable tits 
that allow a woman to pump up or down according to 
the occasion.” 

We hate it when real life is funnier than the stuff 
we make up. 
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Welcome to the suburbs and... 


My Little Medieval Fortress 


A” time I go to a new town, I like to drive 
around, look at the neighborhoods, see how 
people live, and I’ve been noticing something really 
really strange over the last four, five years. 

You really can’t drive 
around and look at neighbor- 
hoods anymore, because there 
are these high thick walls 
around em. 

Walls around subdivi- 
sions. Walls around the houses 
inside the subdivisions. Walls 
around the backyards. Walls 
around the front yards. Walls 
between the house and the 
highway, the house and the 
boulevard, the house and the 
mall. Some people, to save 
money on a wall, just build 
their house right up to the 
property line, so they don’t 
even have a front yard. They 
probly have some kind of 
walled courtyard inside the | 
house where they can have 
barbecues and stuff. 

I wonder whether they’re hiding from the people 
outside the neighborhood, or whether all the people 
inside the neighborhood are hiding from one an- 
other. 

The richer the neighborhood, the higher the 
walls. If you drive through Bel Air, E] Lay’s billion- 
aire neighborhood, you can’t see a single house, 
because the walls are up to twelve feet high, and they 
line both sides of all the streets. Not that you’d be 
able to stop anyway. The cops would run you out of 
there quicker than the Pope in a Babtist church, if 
you so much as slowed down. These houses are not 
to be seen. Eyes forward, young man. 

In Malibu, another millionaire haven, you can’t 
even drive into the city. The walls start at the 
highway. The roads themselves are private. 

And it’s not just paranoid Californians. You can 
see it in subdivisions in places like Dallas and Tampa 
and Des Moines where the houses cost as little as 
$80,000—but part of that money goes to a “privacy 
fence” or a “security wall.” 

I don’t know what people are thinking, but if 
they’re doing this for safety, then it’s a big mistake. 
If a burglar does show up, all he’s got to do is get over 
the wall, and then he can’t be seen from the street. 
It makes your house more attractive to a criminal. 

If people are doing it for privacy, then, okay, I 
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guess I understand, but wasn’t it better when you 
could sit out on your front porch and look all the way 
down to the end of the street and see grass and trees 
and pink flamingos and lawn sprinklers? I mean, 
how does putting the dang wall 
up around your property help your 
life? It just cuts you off from ev- 
erything you could look at that’s 
halfway attractive, makes you a 
stranger to your neighbors, and 
makes you feel like you’ve crawled 
into a dark hole. 

But I know this is what people 
want. And what people want is 
what realtors will provide. 

There was one other time in 
history when people lived like 
this. It was the Middle Ages, from 
about 400 A.D. to 1500A.D., when 
people were so afraid that they 
built castles everywhere, and then 
built moats around em, and then 
spent huge amounts of money on 
armies. (Some new modern sub- 
divisions do have moats! I’ve seen 


ae We're building the walled castles, and we’re 


building the moats, and we’re hiring the armies, in 
the form of security guards and alarm systems. 

But if you go to one of those European castles 
today, you'll notice that it’s only tourists who go 
inside the walls. The Europeans don’t live that way 
anymore. They live out in the countryside where 
they can see one another. 

You know why? 

They figured out it doesn’t work. 

It makes you mean and it makes you lonely and 
it makes you paranoid. 

It’s okay. We'll find = too. 
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Faubus and Farrakhan 


hen I was a kid, we 

had this politician in 
Arkansas named Orval 
Faubus. All the intelligent 
people hated him. All the 
liberals hated him. He 
couldn’t get any votes in 
Pulaski County, where the 
state capital is, because it 
was the only place in the 
state where people were 
urban and educated. But he 
always won the elections. 
He served something like 
seven consecutive terms as 
governor. 

You know why? Because 
he talked about black people 
like they were the enemy. 
And a lot of white people— 
especially the poorly edu- 
cated, the poor, the power- 
less—they liked this, be- 
cause they were mad about 
their lives. And Orval 
Faubus gave em somebody to be mad at. 

I was always fascinated with Orval Faubus, 
because I didn’t understand how somebody who was 
always condemned in public—by the press, by uni- 
versity presidents, by preachers, by civic leaders— 
could be so goldang popular. And I never ran across 
another politician quite like him—until about five 
years ago. 

That’s when I first noticed Louis Farrakhan. 
He’s an almost identical copy of Orval Faubus. 
Intelligent people hate him. Liberals hate him. Yet, 
if he ran for mayor of Chicago today, he’d probly win. 

And you know why? Because he talks about 
white people like they are the enemy. And a lot of 
black people—especially the poorly educated, the 
poor, the powerless—they like this, because they are 
mad about their lives. And Orval Faubus... whoops, 
I mean Louis Farrakhan... gives em somebody to be 
mad at. 

Faubus talked about how the black carpetbag- 
gers who came to Arkansas after the Civil War had 
ruined life for white people everywhere, and set us 
back hundreds of years. (He didn’t care that all those 
black carpetbaggers were long dead and gone, and 
that no living black person had done anything to 
white people. ) 

Farrakhan talks about how white people, and 
especially Jews, have ruined life for blacks by engag- 





ing in the slave trade and run- 
ning businesses in black ghet- 
tos that overcharge the people. 
(He doesn’t care that all those 
slave traders are dead and gone, 
and that the number of living 
white supremacists is so small 
that the FBI has estimated their 
numbers at fewer than a thou- 
sand.) 

Faubus talked about purity 
of the races. 

Farrakhan talks about pu- 
rity of the races. 

Faubus liked to surround 
himself with soldiers. 

Farrakhan likes to sur- 
round himself with soldiers. 

Faubus liked to make emo- 
tional speeches in which he 
would just make up whatever 
Southern history he needed to 
make his point. 

Farrakhan likes to make 
emotional speeches in which he 
just makes up whatever black history he needs to 
make his point. 

Faubus believed whites and blacks should at- 
tend separate schools. 

Farrakhan believes whites and blacks should 
attend separate schools. 

Faubus believed the races shouldn’t intermarry. 

Farrakhan believes the races shouldn’t inter- 
marry. 

Faubus knew that the only way he could stay in 
power was to remind the white people of how weak 
and powerless they were, and how much they needed 
his philosophy to get themselves out of hell. 

Farrakhan knows that the only way he can stay 
in power is to remind the black people of how weak 
and powerless they are, and how much they need his 
philosophy to get themselves out of hell. 

Faubus needed somebody to blame. 

Farrakhan needs somebody to blame. 

This is so easy to understand. When an ambi- 
tious man gets the attention of a weakened people 
who feel they’ve been abused, hatred results. If the 
hatred grows, the man becomes a little Hitler. 

It happened with Faubus. It’s happening again. 

Let the man speak. The more he speaks, the 
more he will reveal himself for what he is. 

Oh, yeah. We finally threw Faubus out. Once he 
was gone, he stayed gone. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

I can’t get this line 
out of my head. 

Dona Speir in Hard 
Hunted is suffering from 
amnesia and makes love 
on the beach with what 
she thinks is one of the 
good guys. When she 
comes out from under the 
ether, she realizes he’s 
one of the bad guys and stabs him ee the heart 
with a three-foot sword and tells him as he dies, “We 
were never really lovers, I faked that orgasm.” Does 
this happen often? 

Sincerely, 

Robert Levine 

Hayward, Calif. 
Dear Robert: 

It’s only happened to me twice that I can recall. 

Usually they just say it without using an actual 
sword. 


Joe Bob! 

There ain’t no drive-ins in Central Iowa. This 
sucks! But we do have Tom and Roseanne Arnold. 
Maybe they could show a movie on their asses! 

Spydee Lenger 
Marion, Ia. 
Dear Spydee: 

They don’t make movies in Cinemascope any- 

more. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Did you see Nurses January 9th? Course you 
didn’t. Hope the enclosed copy of my letter to 
NBC helps you to sort it out. 

[To whom it may concern, 

NBC’s Nurses proves that discrimination is still 
okay, as long as it is against America’s most ma- 
ligned group, the white male. 

The January 9 episode concerned four female 
nurses and a calendar of nude male behinds. The 
four ladies went to great lengths to try to determine 
if one of the bottoms was that of a co-worker, even- 
tually pressuring him to drop his trousers so they 
could see for themselves. One of the four females was 
the male nurse’s supervisor. 

I can just imagine the uproar that would be 
caused had all the genders been reversed. A show 
devoted to four men trying to see a female co- 
worker’s bottom would never make it to the air in 
politically-correct 1993 America. Women’s groups 
would boycott and hound advertisers to pull their 
sponsorship. That show, had it been produced, would 
have undoubtedly dealt with the woman’s sexual 
harassment suit. 

I enjoy Nurses, and it is the only show I watch on 
Saturday night. While this episode was not one of the 





best, I will continue to 
watch the show each 
week. I thought the 
premise was valid, and I 
was not offended by it. 
What offends me is 
America’s special inter- 
est group attitude that no 
one should be made fun 
of, except white males, 
that is. Unfortunately, 
Nurses fell prey to this attitude. | 

Kevin Lassiter 

Carrollton, Tex. 
Dear Kevin: 

Don’t you think we should all quit dividing up 

into teams? I’m real sick of it. 


Dear Mr. Briggs, 
Hello! I’d like to tell you about a convenient new 
technology that air travelers can enjoy on USAir. In- 





Watch Dona’s face closely. She’s faking it. 


Flight Phone Corp. has been awarded a contract to 
install its FlightLink telephone, information and 
entertainment system aboard 402 USAir aircraft. 
The system has been tested (and is currently opera- 
tional) on USAir Boeing 757s. 

By the end of this year, your readers may en- 
counter FlightLink when they fly on USAir, since 
more than 100 planes are scheduled for installation 
by the end of ’93, with the rest scheduled for 1994. 

FlightLink is the world’s first digital air-to- 
ground telephone system. Besides static- and fade- 
free telephone calls, the system offers video games, 
stock quote retrieval, Fax and laptop computer data 
transmission, flower and gift ordering, and soon 
connecting gate information, a city guide, reserva- 
tions, airport layout, ground-to-air passenger pag- 
ing, and a 12-channel live radio service. 

I’m enclosing a photograph of FlightLink in- 
stalled in a B757. You'll notice that the system is 
installed at each seat. A credit card reader has been 
installed in each handset to make paying for the 
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services easy and convenient. The handset also func- 
tions as a game controller and a typewriter key- 
board. 

Interestingly, In-Flight Phone Corp. was founded 
by John D. “Jack” Goeken, who also founded MCI, 
the FTD Mercury Network, and Airfone. 

I’d love to tell you more about FlightLink. Please 
feel free to contact me directly. 

Darren S. Leno 

Director of Communications 

In-Flight Phone Corp. 

Oakbrook Terrace, Ill. 
Dear Darren: 

You think a mention in my column can help you 
sell stuff to Yuppies who talk on the phone while 
they’re flying around? 

You gotta update that media list, fellow. 


Dear Joe Bob Briggs, 

I just read your column for the first time (“Let- 
ters ... He Gets Letters . . . Joe Bob’s Reader’s 
Respond to AIDS”). I wish I could have read your 
first essay about AIDS. 

Anyway, three weeks ago I participated in the 















Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the four-star erotic thriller 
To Sleep With a Vampire for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires 
October 31, 1994. 


LI 


[_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Jo Sleep 
With a Vampire video—S$80 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 






Ordering information for any of 
Joe Bob’ sfive books, 1990-94 bind- 


Bros 
_or list of back | ilabl 
[ACK SSUES G, wirgtcoddes cow 


Introducing Joe Bob’s anti-Yuppie 
‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug... 


Get One While They’re Hot! 


Join Joe Bob and raise a mug against Yuppuccinos 
everywhere. This big-honker 15-ouncer (use Maxwell House 
only, please) is white with ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ on the front 
in black. (Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody 
go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes to this new 
idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat 
Espresso will turn you into an art director for music videos? "— 
Joe Bob Briggs) This Texas-sized ceramic sipper is only $9.95— 
plus $2.90 shipping. 





This Video Deal Sucks! 


Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘To Sleep With a Vampire’ for only $10! 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-368-2310) 
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Boston “From All Walks of Life” Walkathon to raise 
money for AIDS care. Over 100,000 people walked 
and raised over two and a half million dollars for 
AIDS. This was good, but there is so much more to be 
done. 

I was saddened by how many people who were 
walking were wearing t-shirts or holding signs which 
said “In memory of ----” or “I miss you, ----.” Often 
they had the dates of birth and death underneath a 
person’s picture—they were all so young! 

Even more saddening were the stupid people 
who didn’t want to walk or donate money because 
they think AIDS is just a gay person’s disease. Only 
faggots get AIDS, they say. How depressing. 

So, I just wanted to write and say thank you for 
a reasonable, sane, compassionate viewpoint. And 
thanks for telling others how you feel. Maybe you've 
opened a few minds in America. One can only hope. 

Sincerely, 

Michele Liguori 

Randolph, Mass. 
Dear Michele: 

I don’t know what’s worse about AIDS—watch- 
ing people who die, or watching the people who live. 
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This Week's Contest : 


Joel “J.J.” Horn of Brookfield, Illinois: “A few 
years ago, I saw this film on one of the movie 
channels that I’m now trying to find the name to. I 
believe it’s about this biker who gets released from 
prison, reunites with his family and friends, and gets 
revenge on the criminals responsible for his stay in 
jail. There was this great scene in this film where the 
main bad guy wakes up out of bed after hearing some 
noise, looks out of his window and sees his expensive 
car in the bottom of his swimming pool. Well, that’s 
pretty much all I can remember from this film.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the April 4 issue, Barbara McDonald of 
Columbia, Missouri, wrote: “When I was five my 
father took me to see a movie that scared me so much 
it has imprinted certain aspects on my brain... . I 
remember a woman calling her husband before leav- 
ing on a night-time road trip. Of course, her car 
broke down and she walked across a field toward a 
light. When she looked in the window of the dwell- 
ing, which in my memory has the improbable shape 
of a pumpkin, she saw a robot. There was a horrific 
response and later lots of people came to destroy the 
robot. Why is unclear. I called the movie The Mean 
Man From Double X.” 

We received 10 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

William H. Perkins of Marietta, Georgia: “Could 
this be The Man From Planet X? 1951. United Artist 
release. Directed by Edgar Ulmer.” 

Yes, it could. Additional information came from 
our nine runners-up... 

Billy Ray Hollifield of Friendswood, Texas: 
“This cheapie English movie (lots of violin music, 
dogs howling on the moors) was made in 1951. Most 
of the budget was spent on the fog machine—there 
isn’t a non-foggy scene! Old scientist, daughter, 
leading man, evil scientist, alien invasion, mind 
control rays—pretty much sums it up. The alien 
(with ‘skin with the shine of a new shilling and eyes 
like a dead codfish!’) does look a lot like a robot. To my 
eyes, his ship is more turnipy than pumpkinesque. 
With the aid of a bazooka, the townspeople stop the 
invasion and the earth is saved! The evil scientist is 
played by William Schallert with the worst beard 
this side of Yassir Arafat. Best dialogue: “The person 
that controls this formula controls the industry of 
tomorrow!’ ‘Would you object to sharing a bed with 


Dr. Mears?’ ‘No, there’s no need to inflict myself 
upon him...” 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
“Filmed in six days, the film is the cult classic The 
Man From Planet X (1951). Robert [Captive Women, 
The Astounding She Monster, The Hideous Sun 
Demon, Frankenstein’s Island| Clarke starred as 
John Lawrence (newspaper reporter) with Margaret 
[also in Captive Women] Field as Enid Elliot (daugh- 
ter of Prof. Elliot), William [ubiquitous TV actor— 
"He’s everywhere, he’s everywhere!’ and also in Cap- 
tive Women!!] Schallert as Doctor Mears (mathema- 
tician), Raymond [Flight to Mars] Bond as Professor 
Elliot, Roy [Zombies of the Stratosphere, Not of This 
Earth (the version without Traci Lords), Silent Run- 
ning| Engel as the Constable, Gilbert Fallman as 
Doctor Blane (astronomer), George Davis as Geordie 
(the Constable’s deputy), and David Ormont as In- 
spector Porter from Scotland Yard. The story was set 
on Burray, a small island off the coast of Scotland. 
Enid’s car had a flat tire and she started out across 
the misty moors toward a light. The pumpkin-shaped 
object producing the light was the ship of The Man 
From Planet X. Looking into a porthole, Enid saw 
the pasty white head of the alien visitor encased in 
a ‘breathing globe’ and reacted appropriately. The 
speaker-translator box on his chest did make him 
look somewhat like a robot. Doctor Mears tried to 
force the alien to reveal information about alien 
weapons and other secrets so Mears could take over 
the world. The alien escaped. Using a ray to turn 
humans into his robot-like slaves, the alien began 
preparations for the imminent invasion of Earth by 
his dying home planet. Fortunately the army got 
there in time to blow his ship to smithereens. Edgar 
G. Ulmer worked on the German silent 1920 film The 
Golem as assistant cinematographer, directed and 
wrote the screenplay for The Black Cat (1934), and 
directed many other films including Bluebeard (1944), 
The Daughter of Dr. Jekyll (1957), The Amazing 
Transparent Man (1959), Beyond the Time Barrier 
(1960), and co-directed the 1961 French-Italian film 


Victory Over Communism! | 
The Pride’s Corner Drive-In, on Route 302 in 
Westbrook, Maine, had a full house in the day- 
time at a recent Barbecue and Music Festival, 
organized by owner Malcolm Tevanian to remind 


people the place still exists. This is the kind of : 
drive-in that = pas pony rides. Mark eon 





L’Atlantide, a/k/a Journey Be- 
neath the Desert.” 

Dan Cziraky of Newark, New 
Jersey: “The flick has got to be the 
old Robert Clarke classic, The Man 
From Planet X. Director Edgar G. 
Ulmer once worked on silent films 
with Fritz Lang (Metropolis) and 
F.W. Murnau (Nosferatu). Ulmer 
directed scores of low-budget pic- 
tures in German, English, Yid- 
dish, Ukrainian and Italian. I got 
to meet Robert Clarke at one of the 
Chiller Theatre Expos, and he 
thinks The Man From Planet X 
and The Hideous Sun Demon 
(1959) are his best films.” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “I found 
Barbara’s letter an endearing ex- 
ample of ‘child interpretation’ of a 
past experience. A friend of mine 
has a similar story which Id like 
to pass on to you. In a way it 
resembles Barbara’s. The friend 
was watching Frankenstein’s 
Daughter on late-night TV as a 
small child. He thought the fe- 
male monster was one of the scari- 
est things ever, and he was peek- 
ing out from under the bedclothes 
a good deal of the time. When I 
asked him if he screamed when he 
saw the monster, he told me, ‘No, 
if I’'d done that, it might have 
heard me. I found this utterly 
fascinating, and I can’t remember 
if I got that wrapped up in horror 
films as a kid or not.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Bill Cantey of Charleston, South 
Carolina; Gerald Enrico of 
Hoboken, New Jersey; Carl 
Knaak of Benicia, California; 
Christopher B. Martin of St. 
Clair Shores, Michigan; and Wes 
Pierce of Orlando. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 
videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 


additional word). No businesses. No deal- 
ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


Joe Bob’s Classifieds 


Fanzines 


Joe Bob says it’s “very funny.” Good Clean 
Fun. $1 to Gene Mahoney, Box 843, RWC 
CA 94064. 


Miscellaneous 


Paula Jones vs. Bill Clinton Sexual 
Harassment Lawsuit. Your own copy of 
the actual 35 page complaint as filed in the 
U.S. District Court—Little Rock. Only $10 
to: Andersen, P.O. Box 10364-NR, Fuller- 
ton, CA 92635-6364. 

Female domination, fetishes, alternative 
sexuality discussed with intelligence, com- 
passion. We understand! (303) 575-1651. 
Love, Diva Marie 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


rc 

| 

| 

| 

| Place a personal ad or message, 

| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration 

| date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 

| 

L 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 
Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 
The Drive-In Will Never Die. Try to out- 
live it with Interior Design Nutritional prod- 
ucts. Create health within yourself. Be- 
come a distributor and work toward finan- 
cial independence. Write Steve Ensinger, 
7651 Dietz-Elkhorn Road, Fair Oaks Ranch, 
TX 78006. 


Wanted 


Pee Wee Herman items wanted. Send de- 
scription and prices to: Mr. Brown, Box 296, 
Salt Lake City UT 84110 or fax list to (801) 
364-2646. 


Posters 


Original release movie poster collection. 
Apocalypse Now (poster, lobby cards), Raid- 
ers of the Lost Ark (Amsel poster), Some- 
thing Wicked This Way Comes (poster). 
$525. Peter Jr., P.O. Box 321, Endicott, NY 
13761-0321, or call (607) 754-1872. 

Available: Vintage horror poster reproduc- 
tions. Send SASE for information to T. 
Riederer, P.O. Box 2338, Buffalo, NY 14240. 


Video Trades 


Send me your worst video and I'll send you 
mine. W. White, P.O. Box 6, Glenhaven, CA 
95443. 

Wanted: My Living Doll, Tom Terrific epi- 
sodes. Trade or... ? Terry Whittier, 7059 
Via Blanca, San Jose, CA 95139. 


SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 








